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discovered for myself on the only day he
ever came out shooting with me that he was
an altogether exceptional snipe shot, but
the man who moved heavily across the little
room to get me a drink in welcome looked
as if he had lived soft all his days. His
face, much darker than that of the
average well-born Indian, had traces of
good looks above but had run to jowl; his
body so much suggested inertia that once
he was seated it was difficult to imagine
him ever moving again.
And indeed, when he had poured our
first two drinks, he could not be at the
pains of stretching forth his hand to pour
their successors. That was done by his
wife, who strode into the room presently,
a tall and splendid figure in her well-
judged Indian dress, the costume of a
Mahommedan lady, wide trousers tight-
ened at the ankle, and over a quilted vest
the cloth which covers head and shoulders.
She was from near the Frontier, of aristo-
cratic origin and of a frankness which I
suppose may be partly explicable by